7'ALES OF DESTINT

But to the dhobi I appeared cold as the waters of the
snows that melt on the mountains.
" ' This writing would only add to your troubles/ I
said. c Here, let me destroy it/ And, turning to the
red ashes burning in a brazier near at hand, I dex-
terously substituted a fragment of paper, on which I
had been figuring my accounts, for the paper received,
from the dhobi, placing the former on the glowing
charcoal embers and bestowing the latter in the
security of my girdle. A curl of white smoke, a puff of
flame, and the work of destruction was, to all
appearance, completed.

" ' In view of your misfortune, my friend/ I resumed,
* I bestow upon you in the name of my master ten
maunds of dal, which will be sent to your home on
the morrow.'

" The recipient of this unexpected bounty prostrated
himself before me.

" ' O prince of justice, no longer do my wounds pain
me. The bellies of my children will be filled for many
long days to come/

"' Then go thy way, rejoicing in thy heart even
though limping on thy feet. And remember that
silence is golden. Say not one word more to anyone
about the ring or the paper, your punishment or the
reward that has now redressed the wrong* Go in
peace/

" And the dhobi, after profuse expressions of grati-
tude, hobbled from my presence.
" Alone with my thoughts, I felt sorely troubled.
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